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Tired? Busy? 
Can't possibly 
squeeze in 
another thing 
today? Hmmm? 

We have just 
the magazine 

for you. ^ 

AFTER HOURS 
is devoted 
to the pleasures 
of the 
25th hour, 
the extra hour 
of the day 
that is a 
necessity to 
everyone and 
most especially 
to you! 

Your time to /. 

relax and ; 

enjoy yourself! / 

Forget your 
ordinary, 
every-day- 
type 

problems and 
just live 
it up for a 
stolen hour. 
The pleasure 
clock 
starts ticking 
as your read this 
introduction, 
and by the end of 
your 25th hour, 
you will have 
experienced 
PICTURE STORIES, 
FICTION, 
HUMOR, 
EXCITING FEATURES, 
and above all, 
SHEER PLEASURE! 
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by Sterling Fitzpatrick 


STRANGE CITY 


T HE night crept over the city, its blackness slipping 
silently into the corners and crevices of light, stealthily 
sliding into even the tallest buildings, overwhelming the 
dying rays of the winter sun. And in the moment when 
darkness engulfed the city, just before its countless lights 
were switched on, Pete Conner slipped out of bed, stretched 
his six foot two inch frame, straightened his tie and flipped 
on the light of his cheap hotel room. What a hell of a 
note, thought Pete. Here it is Friday night, a strange city, 
nothing to do ’til my train leaves in the morning, a whole 
night ahead of me and I don’t know a damn soul in this 
berg. Pete picked up his wallet, riffled through the green 
stuff; he was far from being broke. He walked Over to 
the only window in the room, lit a cigarette and looked 
down on the city. The lights of the street lamps formed 
pools of soft yellow in the blackness, and the hurrying 
people, their coats pulled tightly around them to ward 
off the slowly falling snow, glided from light to darkness 
in their pell mell rush to somewhere. Somewhere, mused 
Pete, they all had somewhere to go, someone to meet. He 
laughed, mirthlessly. If he hadn’t just gotten up he could’ve 
gone to bed. But he was too used to working at night to 
change his habits for this weekend. From his post at the 
window, Pete could make out the thin red neon letters 
of the club Tahiti, pormising warmth, noise, liquor, 
women, certainly if nothing else, sex . . . ah, who the hell 
needed it. 

Pete Conner turned from tjie window, annoyed by his 
own indecision. He walked to the closet, grabbed his un¬ 
pressed trench coat, threw it on, and switching off the 
light, went out. It was almost too cold for snow, but it 
seemed to be coming down even harder than when he 
had looked from his hotel room. The night sounds were 
muffled in the falling flakes. Pete figured a movie would 
be just about his speed this night. Yeah, something loud 
and exciting. Walking along the main drag, he saw what 
he had been looking for; a western . . . The Last High 
Mesa. A lot of gunplay, he figured; a real busman’s holi¬ 
day. The place, because of the lousy weather, he guessed, 
was almost deserted. He found a seat in the corner in the 
rear of the movie house, whipped off his wet coat and 
settled back to enjoy the cowboys. 

About ten minutes after he had entered the movie, Pete 
noticed that a woman had sat down next to him. He won¬ 
dered vaguely at the time, with all the damn seats in the 
movie house empty, why she had to squeeze in right beside 
him. Well, maybe she was lonely too. He tried to con¬ 


centrate on the film. Soon, however, he had the growing 
realization that her thigh was pressing against his. The 
warmth of her body -ran tingling through his, and he 
turned to look at her. Even in the darkened theatre he 
could see she was some doll; she had on a sweater two or 
three sizes too small, a beautiful face framed in ebony hair. 
As he turned to look at her, he found her staring at him. 
Her lips, glistening in the dark, were curled in a suggestive 
smile. What the hell is this, he wondered. Maybe she thinks 
I’m the one that’s playing footsie. Conner shifted his posi¬ 
tion away from her and turned back to watch the film. 
Shortly afterward he felt a hand stroking his shoulder 
and he began to realize that the first encounter wasn’t an 
accident. 

Twenty minutes later they were walking out of the Last 
High Mesa. She had done all the talking, made the ap % 
proach, Pete figured. He was just a lucky victim of cir¬ 
cumstances. She was a beauty, and he sure as hell didn’t 
want it to end like this ... tonight. They were walking 
down the main drag, she wanting to know where they 
could spend some time, he trying to decide whether he 
wanted to or didn’t want to. Then he decided. 

Into the station house of the 3rd precinct Pete ushered 
the now reluctant lady. This wasn’t his town, but a cop’s 
a cop, and Detective Sgt. Peter Conner knew soliciting was 
against the law here too. 

The snow stopped falling and the night lay in silence. 
Pete never did find out how the movie ended. • 





THE VETERAN 


by George Novak 


I GOT out of Valley Forge General 
Hospital about two years ago, a new 
man. A brand new man—new face, 
new civilian clothes, and a new mind. 
That was the rub. When they scraped 
me up in Korea, and sent me to a hos¬ 
pital ship the docs put me together 
like a jigsaw puzzle. They told me my 
memory would come back with a 
little rest. That was a load of crap! 
That’s what gets me. These docs can 
do such a great job on the outside, 
but they sure as hell didn’t do much 
for my mind. They told me my name 
was George Grady. They found this 
out because, even though my hands 
were burnt and my dogtags were de¬ 
stroyed, they could still send my fin¬ 
ger prints to Washington. So, I was 
George Grady—but who the hell was 
George Grady? Was I married? Yes, 
the Army said, but neither the Red 
Cross nor the Army could find my 
wife. Any other family?—deceased, the 
Army said. So, like I said, I’m George 
Grady. I was sent to Valley Forge 
General since, according to records, 
I was born and raised in Atlantic City. 
They took me there on little excur¬ 
sions in hopes, I figure, that it would 


jog my memory. I was taken to the 
house on Chelsea Avenue where the 
Army said I was born, but I recog¬ 
nized nothing, and no one recognized 
me. Of course, my features were 
completely different . . . when they 
found me in Korea,-1 had no face . . . 
so the surgeons just adlibbed. They 
took me on long walks along Atlantic 
Avenue, and even took me up to the 
drug store where the Army said I’d 
worked, but nothing happened. What 
was even more strange, no one knew 
me either. It was like I dropped in 
from Mars. Well, like I said, it’s 
been two years since the Army gave 
up on me, and I still don’t know any¬ 
thing about my past. My wife, if I 
had one, never showed, but maybe it’s 
just as well. 

I got a job repossessing automobiles 
for a firm in Camden. It wasn’t a bad 
job. Most of the skips didn’t go far, 
but the few that did really took off. 
Usually they headed down south. 
Sometimes Georgia and Alabama— 
mostly though, Florida. This last one 
was out in Pittsburgh. I had picked 
up the car, a blue ’54 Dodge, and was 
heading for the Pennsy Turnpike. It 
was hot, even for September, and the 
Dodge was heating up like hell. It was 
getting on to around four in the after¬ 
noon, and I figured it was useless to 
try to make Camden, so I pulled in 
to the first Motel that came along. 
Lucky I did, too ’cause as I drove up 
to the office, the old heap gave one 
final snort and quit. 

I registered and was carrying my 
overnight bag to my room when I saw, 
coming out of the cabin next to mine, 
the dreamiest doll I had ever seen. 
She didn’t look like no angel—you 
know what I mean—she looked like 
she’d been around. I figured her to be 
in her mid twenties. She was wearing 
tight, flesh-colored shorts, the kind 
where you had to look twice to make 
sure she was wearing anything. Her 
legs were firm and long. She didn’t 
wear much on top, a white strapless 
tube top, that was so tight it looked 
like they was going to burst out any 
minute. She had dark hair and wore it 
in a pony tail which, I figured, made 
her look a little younger than she was. 
She smiled and came toward me. 

“Hello,” she said, and her voice was 
warm and soft. “Are you going to be 
in 23?” 

“That’s right,” I answered, wonder¬ 
ing what the hell difference that made. 

“That’s one of our nicest cabins. 
Just remember to close your blinds 
because the sun streams in early in the 
morning, and it’s bound to wake you 
up.” 


I thanked her, she smiled again 
and walked towards the office. Her 
body was firm & full. Later that night 
I stopped into the office in hopes I’d 
find her again, but no luck. While T 
was there, I asked the night man about 
her. He told me she and her mother 
owned the place, her name was Miss 
Mathews, but that’s all he knew. I 
didn’t see her again on that trip . . . 

I got back to Camden without too 
much trouble. The next couple of 
months passed fast. One night I lo¬ 
cated a skip on a side street in Ocean 
City. I waited around ’till about three 
in the morning and it looked like my 
man wasn’t going to show. So. I 
backed my own car up to this one, 
and was tightening the tow bar, when 
all of a sudden, the lights went out. 

I came to with a roaring headache. 

I was lying in the street next to my 
car. Of course, the skip was gone. 
It was about five A.M. The street was 
empty. I staggered into my car and 
slept for two hours. I felt better when 
I came to, except for an egg jutting out 
of the side of my head. I drove back 
into Camden, left a note in my boss’s 
mailbox saying that I’d see him in 
about two or three weeks, and just 
like that decided to visit Miss Mathews. 

It was very early in the day when I 
arrived at Sunny Acres Motel. The 
place looked almost deserted. An un¬ 
expected December snow and. freeze 
had all but eliminated traffic. I pulled 
up to the front of the office and walked 
in. Sure enough, she was behind the 
desk. She wore a sweater that was 
molded to her and the fit of her slacks 
left very little to the imagination. 

“Business looks kinda slow,” I ven¬ 
tured. 

“You can say that again, Mister, 
this lousy weather has tied up every¬ 
thing. It don’t usually get like this for 
another month or so.” 

I signed the register and she handed 
me the key to 23. “That’s funny,” I 
said, “that’s the cabin I had the last 
time I was here.” 

“I remembered,” she said, smil¬ 
ing. “It was a couple months ago.” 

“Do you remember everyone that 
comes into your motel?” I asked. 

“Only the handsome ones,” she 
laughed. 

“What can a guy with nothing to do 
but kill time do around here?” 

“There’s a bar and grill about half 
mile down the road that’ll keep you 
warm on a cold flight.” 

I told her I didn’t like to go to those 
places alone, and she let me persuade 
her to keep me company. I could 
hardly wait. Okay, so she was a little 


bit too easy to persuade, but, what 
the hell, I was lonely. Anyway, I 
picked her up at seven thirty, when 
she got off-the desk, and we drove to 
the Turnpike Inn. About three hours, 
and many ryes-on-the-rocks later, I 
knew the story of her life. How her 
husband went off to war in Korea and 
got himself killed. How she and her 
mother scraped up enough money to 
buy this motel, and, a few more ryes 
later, how she had this terrible craving 
for male companionship ever since her 
husband died. How she couldn’t take 
it any longer. 

Well, that’s how it went. Before I 
knew it, we were standing in her own 
cabin, both groggy with rye, but with 
our arms around each other. I could 
feel her body getting more and more 
excited. Finally, we could stand it no 
longer and collapsed in a heap on the 
bed. 

She was asleep, and I lay there 
watching her. Okay, I wasn’t the first 
or even the second, but what a bomb¬ 
shell. This is one place I was going 
to make a point of visiting. Maybe 
this is how she competed with the 
other Motels in the area. 

Suddenly, I was all awake. There 
was a noise at the cabin door. My god, 
maybe she was married all the time .. . 
maybe her husband wasn’t dead. The 
door swung open, and a fat hulk of a 
woman, about sixty, walked in. I 
guessed it was her mother. Well, I was 
caught. I lay there seeing what she 
would do. 

“Well, my boy, are you going to 
stay here all night? I’m her mother,” 
she said, starting to take off her clothes. 
“You don’t plan to hibernate there all 
night, do you Buster?” 

I couldn’t talk, my head was pound¬ 
ing. I could feel my hands starting to 
shake. The woman disappeared into 
the bathroom saying, “Come on, mis¬ 
ter I’m beat, I want my beauty sleep, 
there’s always tomorrow, you know.” 

The next thing I remember, I was 
driving back east, a dull ache in my 
head, but able to think clearly at last. 
Maybe it was the blow I had gotten 
on my noggen. What ever it was, I had 
my long-lost memory back. It had re¬ 
turned slowly from a dim past. I’d 
gone and enlisted into the Army to 
get away from my wife and her night¬ 
mare of a mother. They went through 
all my savings in the first few months 
we were married, and then I discov¬ 
ered my wife had acquired a few lovers 
on the side. And my mother-in-law 
was all for it. I didn’t think I’d ever 
forget those two, but I had until that 
night when I came face to face with 
them in that motel room. 0 
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Photo Album of a BRIDE-TO-BE 


Although it’s a June Wedding, 

We've learned never to underestimate the power of a Our Gal Friday is planning ahead now 

woman, especially when she’s got marriage on her mind. 

Take the case of the lovely Miss pictured here, who simply 
can’t wait ’til the day she becomes a Mrs. As you can see, 
our gal spends hours looking through her collection of 
bride’s magazines during the lonely hours spent in her 
small bohemian apartment. At any rate it seems to us this 
Miss should be spending more time with her intended 
groom. What’s that she says? You haven’t exactly picked 
him out yet? You mean the field is still open? Steady now 

men . . . stop pushing ... the line forms to the leftl 









































. . and from this window you get a magnificent view of the valley!' 













































































A NIGHT WITH A 



GIRL 


About a year ago, a pretty young 
red-head named Bobbi Stevens came 
to the Latin Quarter in New York 
looking for a job in the famous night 
club’s chorus line. 

Just about the same time Lou 
Walters, impressario of the club that 
has the largest (and most beautiful) 
harem in the world, and his staff were 
planning this year’s shows. 

It would be nice to recount how 
Walters was frantic for a red-head 
who stood 5'2" and measured 36-25- 
36 and how he just spotted Bobbi as 
she was walking out after being turned 
down for a job in the Latin’s line. 

It would be nice—but it didn’t hap¬ 
pen that way at all. 

Like the other lucious ladies of the 
Latin, Bobbi went through an audi¬ 
tion, was found better than passable, 
and stayed on. 

As far as Walters’ planning goes, 
that too was normal. For the Latin 
Quarter shows are so complicated and 
elaborate that detailed plans are laid 
at least a year in advance. 

Walters himself personally super¬ 
vises every facet of the Latin’s revues. 
A showman from the word go, his 
more than 40 years in the business 
show up in the glamorous, colorful 
spectaculars which take place nightly 
on the floor of one of the world’s 
largest niteries. 

Walters and his general manager 
Ed Risman sit in on every planning 
conference for each show. Everything 
from the materials to be used in the 
costumes, designed by some of the 
country’s leading artists, to the music 
and staging of the actual production 
show the fine hand of this master 
showman, often referred to as the 
“modern Ziegfield.” 

Walters doesn’t rely solely upon his 
elegant girls to attract the crowds that 
nightly jam the Latin, although he 
probably wouldn’t lose that much 
business. 

To complement them, he brings in 
a fabulous assortment of show busi- 








ness headliners—who run the gamut 
from Mae West to Martin and Lewis, 
from Sophie Tucker to Jack Benny. 

Like an athletic coach, Walters 
makes it his business to know as much 
as he can of the capabilities of his 
girls. Even before they become one of 
the Latin’s lovelies, Walters sees them 
for the first time. He auditions every 
chorine, as well as .every act he has 
not seen before and watches over their 
progress like a mother hen. 

Despite the glamour he is constantly 
surrounded by, and the obvious finan¬ 
cial success he has made, Walters still 
retains a little of the flavor of the 
theatrical agent he once was. 

His office at the rear of his club 
contains a huge desk that has a 
slightly cluttered air about it, and in 
one corner is an old upright piano that 
is constantly filled with sheet music— 
scores of the future productions which 
Walters will supervise. 

Now about those productions—and 
more particularly, Bobbi. 

Bobbi is a girl of many talents, be¬ 
side those displayed prominently on 
these pages. 

At 22, our luscious lass has not 
reached the pinnacle of her career as 
a Latin lady. Instead, she hopes it’s 
only the beginning. 

Finishing her nightly stint in the 
line, Bobbi forsakes the companion¬ 
ship of the other girls and hurries a 




few blocks from the Latin to a little 
club called the Red Carpet on 56th 
street. 

Here, she’s back on stage but this 
time in a different role—as a singer of 
popular tunes. 

For Bobbi’s ambition is to be a top 
singer and although she’s been work¬ 
ing at it less than two years, she al¬ 
ready has a following of sorts among 
New York’s night people. 

A member of the Latin’s “middle 
group” of dancers (there are also 
“ponies” and “showgirls”) Bobbi man¬ 
ages to lead a pretty normal life out¬ 
side the Latin, although her day us¬ 
ually starts a bit later than the average 
22-year old—say, about noon time 
or so. 

One thing she makes sure she al¬ 
ways has—nine hours sleep, even if 
it means staying in bed a good part 
of her free time. 

And she and her friends need it. In 
addition to the shows at the club it¬ 
self, the girls are often called upon 
for extra appearances, and sometimes 
put on full shows outside the club. 
The night we talked with Bobbi, the 
whole Latin show put on two extra 
performances, one in the afternoon 
and a second between the two evening 
shows, for a charity in a Manhattan 
hotel. 

The routine Bobbi has to go through 
would be enough to make the average 


girl want to drop from exhaustion. 

The show usually lasts about two 
hours. During that time Bobbi has to 
make at least four trips up and down 
a narrow, winding, two-story staircase 
to her dressing room to change cos¬ 
tumes. 

While eventually she will end up 
decked out in nothing more than the 
barest essentials, her first costumes are 
spectacular—and heavy. Weighted 
down with rhinestones, the costumes 
are more than enough to make a more 
robust girl than our petite red-head 
start to puff the first few steps. 

But the preparation is nothing com¬ 
pared to what she goes through once 
on the stage. 

Lou Walters thinks that beautiful 
girls in as little clothing as possible 
are nice to look at, but if they stand 
still even the most enraptured patron 
will begin to loose interest. 

So, with a precision that the famed 
Rockettes would envy, the Latin’s line 
moves—and moves and moves and 
moves. Sometimes slow and stately, 
but more often with the pace of an 
Olympic sprinter. And usually each 
girl carries a prop of some kind. 

You might think that such a daily 
routine would exhaust our girl so 
much that she does nothing but sleep 
all day. 

No sir! She likes to swim, and ride 
horses, and walk and window shop 



Bobbi (on the right) exhibits good form during ^ 













during her off hours. And not only 
that, but she has to engage in the 
perennial task of the budding show 
girl—the continuous round of agents’ 
offices, sometimes in modern elevator 
buildings, too often in places where 
you have to walk a couple flights of 
stairs—and don’t- forget the blocks be¬ 
tween each office. 

The rest of her free time she de¬ 
votes to her other interests. Bobbi likes 
to play the piano (strictly as a hobby 
right now, although it might come in 
handy in her career in the future), and 
goes in for a good bit of sewing, even 
making some of her own clothes at 
times.. 

Then of course she does find time 
for social life (no one in particular 
just yet) and oh yes, a little more 
walking, because there’s a dog too; 
Susie by name, and a rather rare con¬ 
coction of dauschund and Cocker 
Spaniel who greets her at her apart¬ 
ment door each night. And we don’t 
blame Susie one bit! # 


Her working day has ended, and Bobbi's about ready for 
her nine hours of sleep. But wait—is that the telephone? 





M IKE STRAIN, private investigator, lay naked on an 
oversized bed with an earlobe in his mouth. The 
earlobe was not his own. A handsome man, perhaps, in his 
early thirties, maybe younger, Strain had the build of an 
all-American and would have probably been one ten years 
ago at Tech except that the only game Strain played was 
conducted in a prone position, most of the time. In point, 
Mike got out of bed, or as he called it, “left the playing 
field,” only for necessary functions. The game, however, 
was not without its hazards. Twice Mike ventured too 
deep into the enemy’s backfield without waiting for pro¬ 
tection and had to be carried off the field with what an 
understanding infirmary physician labeled as bed sores. 
But that was long ago, mused Mike, as he absentmindedly 
bit down on the soft, pink-shelled piece of anatomy he was 
suckling. A scream of pained surprise came from the very 
feminine owner of the earlobe. 

“Do you want to bite it off, Mike!” 

“Hmm,” Strain cleverly retorted. 

“You’re not paying any attention.” remarked the ear¬ 
lobe’s owner. 

“Look, baby doll, this picture just don’t add up. I’m 
trying to fit everything together.” 

“That’s just what I want you to do, Mike,” moaned the 
owner of the earlobe, stretching her shapely nude body to 
its full length, “fit everything together.” 

Mike rose up on one arm. “That’s just what I’m trying 
to do baby. Marletti may die tonight for a murder he 
didn’t commit.” 

“He confessed, Mike,” murmured the earlobe. “He said 
he did it.” 

“Sure he confessed. He’s trying to shield somebody. 
Thats what his sister thinks. That’s why she hired me. 
That’s what I think, too, but who’s he trying to protect? 


Marletti’s partner was found in a mid-town apartment 
in bed with nothing on but his pajama tops, with a bullet 
hole in the goddamndest place—shot clean away— 
couldn’t find a trace of them. At the morgue he could 
have passed for a dame from the waist down. There were 
signs that the murdered man had company in bed, but 
the place was too bloody for any clues—just a couple of 
long dark red hairs were found.” 

“Mike, can’t we talk about it later.” 

“The guy’s going to the chair in a few hours, Maria. 
What I can’t figure is why he shot his partner where he 
did. Marletti just laughed when I asked. Why did he do 
it? Damn! Nothing seems to fit together!” 

“I know something that will,” promised the slightly 
panting owner of the lobe, whose auburn hair, Mike 
noticed, fell down to her shoulders, adding a splash of 
dark red to the unrelieved pale whiteness of her naked 
body. 

The teams are out of the huddle, again, Mike thought as 
her lips met his, forcing his head back against the pillow. 
The giant crowd is hushed, expectant, Mike is calling the 
signals, the Hell with Marletti. The enemy line tenses itself, 
muscles straining. Now the ball is in play, Mike circles the 
enemy’s end as one by one the defenses tumble down. 
Strain, by twisting, turning, and squirming, in what he 
thought was a beautiful example of broken field running, 
is now in sight of his goal. The crowd is a roaring noise 
in his ears now as he plunges his way into the end zone. 
Touchdown! Time out, Mike muttered as he dropped back 
exhausted after his sixth touchdown of the afternoon. 

When Strain awoke it was very dark. He lay quite still. 
The only sound was the even breathing of his beautiful 
partner. He lay for some time being content just to listen. 
Every muscle in his body relaxed. He had no idea how 
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by Sydenham Streete 


The Adventures 
of MIKE STRAIN 


long the phone had been ringing before he heard it. When 
he did, he leaned over his sleeping partner,, his hand grop¬ 
ing for the telephone on the night table. 

“Yeah? just a few minutes ago, huh? Did he say any¬ 
thing before he died? Nothing at all, eh? . . . No, that 
won’t be necessary . . . Yeah, I’ll tell his wife. She’ll be 
all broken up!” 

Mike hung the receiver up softly and looked down at 
the peacefully sleeping widow Marletti. # 













There once was a miss named Teree 
Whose delight was in watching TV 
After modeling all day 
At home she would stay 
While her friends all went out on a spree. 


MISS 


use 






First out of her sweater she’d slide . . . 
While thumbing through a program Guide 
With her clothes in the tub 
(she wore nothing above) 

But then she had nothing to hide. 


ON 













She would watch only some of the acts 
In her loose fitting black velvet slacks 
But even in these 
She’d feel ill at ease 
So she’d slip out of them to relax. 



















Is that you missed her face 
But better luck, viewer, next time. 












"How will I ever explain this to my wife?" 
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There was a beautiful lady of fashion, 

Who had oodles and oodles of passion. 

To her lovers she said 
As she jumped into bed, 

"Here’s something the government can’t ration!’ 


I heard that a girl from St. Paul, 

In a newspaper went to a ball. 

Her costume caught fire, 

And burned the entire 
Front page, sporting section and all. 


There was a young man from Montrose, 
Who could tickle himself with his toes. 
He could do it so neat 
He fell in love with his feet. 

And christened them Myrtle and Rose. 


There was a brave soldier named Bates, 
Who could dance the Cha-Cha on skates, 
’Til he fell on his cutlass 
Which rendered him helpless, 

And so he was useless on dates. 


When a lady returned from Big Moose 
Her husband exclaimed, "What the deuce !- 
I am quite reconciled 
To the call of the wild, 

But where did you get the papoose?” 


A redhead whose clothing was strewed 
By winds that left her quite nude, 

Saw a man come along, 

And unless we are wrong, 

You expected this line to be lewd! 


favorite limericks on this page. Send them to Limerick Editor, AFTER 
HOURS, 1054 East Upsal Street, Phila. 50, Pa. In case of duplicates, 
payment goes to the one with the earliest postmark. All limericks remain 
the property of the editor, who will try them on his secretary first. 













offer all is said and done, 
after hours—she's the one 


BETTY PAGE 

After Hours Girl of the Month 


by Ace Adams 
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Professor Harry L. Young 
Head of Psychiatry 
Northeast University 

Dear Harry, 

I just came across another one of these strange cases 
for you. 

j enny -first came to my office about three 

months ago. A. beautiful woman, not quite thirty, she 
still had the body of a beautifully developed eighteen year 
old. She was 5' 5", solidly built, about 120 pounds, with 
flaming red hair. Her face and figure were the kind that 
would make men of all ages forget what they had been say¬ 
ing and doing when she entered a room. When she came 
into my office, and said she thought she needed the help of 
a psychiatrist, I remember the very first thought that came 
into my mind—I want to go to bed with her. Apparently, 
I wasn’t the only one, but let Jenny tell you in her own 
words. 

“My father was a lush. I don’t know why he hated my 
mother, but he used to get roaring drunk and come home 
and beat the hell out of her. One day when I was eleven 
she left him. There were four other kids in the family, 
but I was the oldest. After Mom left, Dad stopped drink¬ 
ing, or at least he didn’t drink as much. By the time I 
was fifteen, I was fully developed, and looked, I think, 
just like my Mom. This nearly killed my old man, and he 
began to drink more and more. He never raised a hand to 
me; instead, that bastard tried to make me. 

“I don’t know when I began to realize this; I didn’t 
know much about the facts of life then. The old man 
never had much money, and there was only two beds in 
the house, so he insisted that I sleep with him. Most of 
the time I’d be asleep when he got home at night and I 
could never tell what he did to me when I was asleep ’til 
one morning I woke up with teeth marks over my entire 
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body. My breasts felt raw, and my whole body hurt. I de¬ 
cided then and there to leave and never come back. I had 
been working for the last few months at a five and dime 
store. It wasn’t hard to get a job since I looked much older 
than fifteen. The manager of the store was a young bach¬ 
elor in his mid-twenties, and when I told him I’d left home 
and had no place to go, he told me I could stay with him. 
We were happy together. He was very kind and gentle 
with me. He taught me the facts of life slowly and with 
much patience. But, unfortunately, after a year or two, 
we grew tired of each other and began to argue more and 
more. Finally, we decided to call it quits. 

“I went out on my own, and tried to get a job, but I 
had no schooling. I couldn’t type or take shorthand. I 
actually was trained to do only one thing, and I grew to 
enjoy that more and more. It paid a good living, and I 
found myself looking forward to each night’s engagement. 
But even When the man of the moment didn’t have the 
price, we partook anyway, for sheer enjoyment. It began 
■to dawn on me, little by little, that what started out to be 
a way to make a buck was shortly becoming a way of life 
with me. I was beginning to need men now, as much as I 
needed money . . . and men were not hard to find. Men 
of all shapes and ages came- to me for the most supreme 
pleasure of life. I became harder and harder to satisfy. 
I found that I couldn’t even stand next to a man without 
wanting him. At this point in my life, I met Peter. 

“Peter belonged to the University Club. This club had 
thirty-six male members, and they invited me to live there 
with them. For a little while, the passion in my being was 
satisfied with these thirty-six men. But, one of our 
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nightly parties grew a little bit too reckless, and we were 
raided by the police. Can you imagine the police lineup 
that morning, with 36 guys and little ol’ me? The news¬ 
papers carried the story for days. I was given three months, 
and put in a cell with two other women. I could hardly 
stand it, alone there with no men. The tension in me 
mounted to the breaking point until, in the middle of the 
second month, I gave myself to the two other women in 
the cell to do with me as they pleased. Their unnatural 
desires were at first nauseating to me, and though they 
did relieve me of my tension, I never could get used to 
them. Finally, after what seemed like years, I was re¬ 
leased, more hungry than ever for men. Only now, no one 
and nothing seems to satisfy me. 

“Now I’m in your hands, doctor,” she said, looking up 
at me with her provocative smile. I told her a complete 
cure was unlikely, unless she wanted to submit to a very 
dangerous operation. But what I could suggest, since our 
society frowns on such a varied existence, was that she find 
a man who had similar problems, someone to match her 
passionate temperament with his own. Someone whom 
normal women could not satisfy, up to this time. Some¬ 
one that could love and take care of her, and satisfy her 
wants both physically and psychologically. 

So, Harry, I want to know if you can fly in next Monday 
when this nymph and I are getting married. It may not be 
in line with all that you’ve taught us about professional 
ethics, but, Harry, we need each other. 

Sincerely, 





Young Mac Lerner turned a former stable 

into a thriving Supper Club and gets our nomination 
for AFTER HOURS Man of the Month 


YOUNG MAN 
with a NIGHT CLUB 






W HILE Philadelphia’s night life 
is about as quiet as the late- 
hour doings of a big city can get and 
still be considered alive, the Quaker 
City lays claim to a title that few peo¬ 
ple know it deserves. 

For Philadelphia, astonishing as it 
may seem, has more night clubs with 
floor shows than New York City. This 
secret has been pretty well kept, 
mostly because Philadelphia’s clubs, 
tend to be of the intimate cocktail 
lounge type. 

While Philly’s top club is still 
the Latin Casino (both from the point 
of size and headliners), one of these 
cozy places runs a very close second 
from the point of general excellence of 
food, drink and entertainment. 

The Celebrity Room, tucked away 
on one of the innumerable side streets 
that honeycomb center city, seats only 
200 patrons in the main room—but 
that’s been enough to make it success¬ 
ful for its two owners; a former pre¬ 
medical student at the Ivy League 
University of Pennsylvania and his 
brother, who up until last year couldn’t 
legally enter his own club because 


Pennsylvania law requires that you 
be over 21 before you’re allowed in 
a place that serves liquor. 

Twenty-eight year old Mac Lerner, 
son of a night club proprietor of long 
standing has turned a former stable 
(40 years ago or thereabouts) into the 
city’s leading supper club, and at¬ 
tracted some of the top available talent 
with his liberal contracts and top- 
notch entertainment policy. 

Working with Mac is his 22-year- 
old brother Stan. Mac is primarily re¬ 
sponsible for the booking, advertising 
and publicity while Stan handles the 
financial and personnel matters. 

The “elder” Lerner is a combination 
official greeter, maitre de and trouble 
shooter for the main room. 

Upstairs, there’s a cocktail lounge 
(no show) presided over by a person¬ 
able (and slightly tempermental) for¬ 
mer Celebrity Room chorus girl, Lil¬ 
lian Reis, who showed as much apti¬ 
tude for keeping customers happy off¬ 
stage as she did while the show was on. 

Lillian was a recent acquisition of 
the Celebrity Room, and for that mat¬ 
ter, the club itself is a comparatively 
recent venture of the Lerners. 


rkish Delight" belly dancer Nejla Ates who 
many headliners featured at the club. 





Mac, after dumping his ideas about 
medical school, joined his father Sam 
in a musical bar in the center of town 
seven years ago. This proved financi¬ 
ally successful, so the two took the 
next step and went into a cocktail 
lounge that had a small show. From 
there they graduated to the Celebrity 
Room—and all their success was pre- 
ceeded by a grand total of two years 
experience in a somewhat related field, 
i.e. running a penny arcade in nearby 
Wildwood, New Jersey, a seashore re¬ 
sort. 

Mac Lerner is probably the young¬ 
est owner of a major night club in the 
country. When Lerner took over the 
room a few years back, it was run¬ 
ning a poor fourth in the lineup of 
four major center city clubs. 

But his opening act changed all 
that—it was Christine Jorgenson. It 
was one of Jorgenson’s first appear¬ 
ances, and Lerner was packing them 
in for the entire run. 

Since then, the Celebrity Room has 
come a long way. 










Within the last year, for example, 
the club has featured performers such 
as Phil Foster, Jack E. Leonard, June 
Christy, Nejla Ates, Ella Fitzgerald, 
Myron Cohen, Dick Shawn, Henny 
Youngman, Fran Warren, Gogi Grant, 
Johnathan Winters, Gypsy Rose Lee, 
Lilli St. Cyr and many other head¬ 
liners. 

Mac believes that while his excel¬ 
lent food and drinks will account for 
a certain amount of trade, the best 
draw, naturally enough, is his enter¬ 
tainment. 

For this reason, Mac has a big say 
in what will be presented on the Cele¬ 
brity Room bill. While his is the only 
club in the city with a chorus line, he 
still changes the girls every few months 
and brings in a completely new line, 
usually from New York “just so the 
people won’t get tired of seeing the 
same girls over and over again.” At 
the same time, he personally auditions 
all his acts before booking them. 

Far from being a club that relies on 
a chorus line, a little music and a few 
acts to complete the show, the tall, 
good looking owner balances his acts 
by inserting at least one, and usually 
more, featured performers to headline 
the entertainment bill. 

And you can bet on one thing— 
Mac’s having a lot more fun as a night 
club owner than he ever would have 


THE BEST FROM CASANOVA 


Tie Daughters 


T HERE were, in the house of Madame Orio three 
beautiful young daughters, Angela, Nanette, and 
Marton. All three were dark-haired beauties with skin 
the color of the lily. I, however, cared only for Angela. 

I had been invited by Madame Orio to dine with her 
and her three daughters. As the hour for dinner approached 
I excused myself and said I had just remembered a press¬ 
ing engagement and regretfully could not stay for dinner. 
Marton rose to show me out. She went down the stairs 
rapidly, opened and closed the street door with much noise 
and putting her taper out she returned to the dinner room. 
I quietly climbed back up the stairs. When I reached the 
third floor I found the sisters’ room, went in, and sitting 
down on the sofa I waited impatiently for Angela’s ar¬ 
rival. Finally after what seemed like many hour, Nanette 
and Marton entered the room alone. 

“Where is Angela?” I asked. 

“She had to leave,” they said. 

“She is trifling with me. She thinks she has made a fool 
of me and very likely she is even now laughing with her 
friends at her triumph.” 

“Why be so upset,” said Nanette, “can’t you accept 
us as a substitute? You can sleep here, and my sister 
and I can sleep oh the sofa in the next room.” 

“I would not prevent you from going into the other 
room, if you do not trust me but it would be unkind of 
you to leave me here alone.” 

“I am certain,” said the innocent Nanette, “that in a 
short time you will be bored with us and want to go to 
sleep.” 

“Well, we will see. Tell me, lovely Nanette, if I loved 
you as much as I love Angela, would you follow her ex¬ 
ample and make me unhappy?” 

“How can you ask such a question of me? I don’t know 
what I would do.” 

“Nanette is not as cruel as our sister Angela,” said 
Marton laughing, “nor as wise.” 

As we had planned the sisters brought some wine, 
bread and cheese for our long night’s vigil. Since they were 
not accustomed to drinking wine, their high spirits were 
soon delightful. As I looked at them I wondered at my 
having been so blind not to have seen their beauty. After 
we had eaten and drank our fill I sat down between them. 
I pressed their hands to my lips proclaiming all the while 
my brotherly affection for them. The first kiss I gave them 
was prompted entirely by harmless motives, and they re¬ 
turned the kiss, I am certain, only to prove their brotherly 
feelings toward me. Those innocent kisses, however, as we 
repeated them, soon became ardent ones. Indeed it was only 
natural that those burning kisses should have stirred in me 
passion’s fire, and that I should have suddenly fallen in 
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love with those two charming sisters. Both were prettier 
than Angela: I could not understand why I had not noticed 
them before. On the other hand, they were the young, 
innocent daughters of a fine family and this piece of good 
fortune which had thrown them in with me ought not to 
prove their downfall. Still, with a little cunning on my 
part I could easily, during the long night, obtain favors the 
consequences of which might be very enjoyable. The very 
thought frightened me, and I resolved to respect their 
virtue. But circumstances proved too strong for me. 

“I am sure that Angela loves you,” said Nanette, “since 
when she is in bed she carresses me lovingly and calls me 
her dear Casanova.” 

“Surely,” said Marton, “you could not possibly be 
aware of what takes place between young girls sleeping 
together.” 

“On the contrary,” I said, “everyone knows about those 
things.’ 

“Even so,” Marton said, “if Angela knew, she would be 
very angry with Nanette.” 

“Granted that she would,” I said, “certainly she would 
not want me to know that she finds means of satisfying 
her senses with the charming Nanette who obligingly per¬ 
forms the part of her husband, while she remains cruel to 

As I went on talking, I pretended to be somewhat sleepy. 
Nanette being the first to notice it said, “Why don’t you 
go to bed now, we’ll sleep on the sofa in the next room.” 

“My sleepiness will soon pass off but I am concerned 
about you. Go to bed yourselves, my charming friends, and 
I will go into the next room. If you are afraid of me, 
lock the door, but you have nothing to fear for I feel 
only a brother’s yearning,toward you.” 

“We cannot accept such an arrangement,” said Nanette, 
“but let me pursuade you to take this bed.” 

“I cannot sleep with my clothes on.” 

“Then take your clothes off; we will not peek,” they 
said. 

“I did not think you would but I do not have the heart 
to sleep while you two are forced to sit up on my account.” 

“Well,” said Marton, “we can lie down with you without 
undressing.” 

“By showing so little trust you offend me. Tell me, Nan¬ 
ette, do you think I am an honorable man?” 

“Of course we do.” 

“Well then, show that you trust me; lie down in bed, 
undressed, and rely on my word that I will not lay even 
a finger on you. Besides, you are two against one.. Unless 
you consent to show your confidence in me I cannot 
go to bed. If you prefer, you can join me after I 

(Continued on pane 34) 












a male order page 

All products are guaranteed. 
Complete refund will be made 
if you are not entirely satisfied. 


after-hours tips 


A selection of unusual items 
for your after hours pleasure. 



COLLECT RECORDS? Then this 
is for you! Wrought iron cab¬ 
inet shows-off 200 albums. Ten 
compartments for your sympho¬ 
nies, ballets, operas, jazz, dance 
-and show-albums. 25" x 22" x 
10". Please remit $9-95; express 
charges collect. LESLIE CREA¬ 
TIONS, Dept. 324, Lafayette 
Hill, Pa. 


YOU’D NEVER SUSPECT such 
smart luggage contained a fully 
equipped bar! Ideal companion 
at football games. Saves tips-on- 
trips. Tan, leather-like exterior. 
13" x 8" x 4". Two compart¬ 
ments (for bottles or shaker.) In¬ 
cludes four 2 oz. glasses, chrome 
mixing spoon, opener and bone- 
handled corkscrew. Brass lock 
and key. $12.75 Ppd. LESLIE 
CREATIONS, Dept. 324, La¬ 
fayette Hill, Pa. 


FIRESIDE log crib. "Home is 
where the 'hearth’ is!” Keeps 15 
to 20 logs handy and off-the- 
floor, right at the scene of the 
fire! Sturdily built of rust-resist- 
ant steel and handsomely finished 
in black. 28" high, 21" diameter; 
Complete with 5-minute assem¬ 
bly instructions. $9.95 Ppd. LES¬ 
LIE CREATIONS, Dept. 324, 
Lafayette Hill, Pa. 


the SYMPHONY. Set a record 
player atop this table-sized black 
wrought-iron cabinet, and you’ll 
have a complete music center! 2 
shelves and 12 compartments to 
file over 250 of your long-play¬ 
ing record albums or numerous 
78 rpm’s. Heavy steel rod con¬ 
struction 30" h. x 22" w. x 17" 
d. Fully assembled, with rubber 
tips. Please remit $14.95, ex¬ 
press collect. LESLIE CREA¬ 
TIONS, Dept. 324, Lafayette 
Hill, Pa. 



PIN DOWN YOUR PIN UPt Pin 
her with a registered CRITIC 
emblem that proves you’re qual¬ 
ified to pass judgment on beauty, 
sports, and just about everything 
else. THE KIT—impressive 
bronze pin, registration card and 
REGISTERED CRITIC scroll for 
den or dorm wall—is a must for 
all decision-makers. $1.95 POST¬ 
PAID. CRITIC, Box 3113, Phila. 
50, Pa. 


GET NEXT TO HER With this 
solid one-piece NAME NECK¬ 
LACE. HER VERY OWN 
NAME in beautiful 14K Gold 
Finish after $35 gold originals. 
Name individually hand-pol¬ 
ished, non-tarnishable chain and 
catch. The perfect gift in a 
clutch. Specify Name. $2.98 
POSTPAID plus 300 tax. 
CRITIC, Box 3113, Phila 50, Pa. 


WHISTLE WETTERS. A stirring 
idea for any party. The little 
golden whistles (glittering with 
red and green) call for a refill 
as the French would say, "toot- 
sweet”! Perfect gifts for mixers 
of all ages. Set of 6 glass stir¬ 
rers, gift-boxed, $3.25. POST¬ 
PAID. CRITIC, Box 3113, Phila. 
50, Pa. 


DON’T GIVE UP THE SIP! Im¬ 
mortal words on laminated 
plaque keep your spirits high. 
Hang up in your hang-out for 
laughs galore. 41 / 2 ” x 8" gold 
rim, with hanger. $1.95 POST¬ 
PAID. OLYMPIA, Box 2044, 
Phila. 3, Pa. 
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The Ballad of 
Johnny Mott 

Anonymous 

There are desperate men in Frisco’s pen, 

But the very worst of the lot, 

Was a theivin’ ape, 

Servin’ time for rape, 

By the name of Johnny Mott. 

Now some men could stay fifty years and a day, 
Without ever thinkin’ of dames, 

But the trouble with Mott, 

He was born burnin’ hot, 

And that rape didn’t put out the flames. 


He was in for plenty, served nine out of twenty, 
And he’d probably serve the whole, 

His behavior was such, 

That he didn’t have much 
Of a chance to get out on parole. 

So Johnny Mott thought out a plot 
He figured would work without fail, 

With a knife and a spoon, 

It would take him ’till June, 

But he’d dig his way out of that jail. 

He was working like hell to dig out of his cell 
When June of the year rolled around, 

He thought he would die, 

Near the end of July, 

When he suddenly heard a strange sound. 

“Whatcha doin’ there, Marne?”—‘Twas the voice 
Of a dame, and it came from just over his hear, 
It was freedom at last 
He cried with a gasp, 

And he dug ’till his fingers bled. 

He emerged in the sun, I have finally won, 

He thought as he looked all around, 

But the walls were still there, 

And he saw with despair, 

He was inside the women’s compound. 






He was spotted by two of the compound’s crew, 

And they hustled him into a shed, 

“Look, we won’t tell a soul. 

You came out of that hole. 

If you play your cards right,” they said. 

“Now we ain’t seen a man since we came to this can, 
And we need what a man can do, 

We’ll sneak you some feed. 

And whatever you need, 

If you promise to service us two.” 

I’ll be damned, thought Mott, what a perfect spot 
For a guy with my talents to be in, 

“I’ll service you gals, 

And a few of your pals, 

But I’ll kill the first one that turns me in.” 

So the bargain was made, and the terms firmly laid, 
But the word of their find got around, 

By the end of the week, 

Mott was working at peak 
Satisying the whole damned compound. 

After Marne and Laverne, came Sandy and Fern, 
Then Harriet, Marlene and Sue, 

Peggy and Phyl, 

Margie and Lil, 

Mary, and Reenie and Lou. 


There were Rose and Marie, Lois and Bea, 

Silvia, Annie and May, 

Margie and Jo, 

Rickie and Flo, 

Martha, and Shirley and Mae. 

Then came Joan and Maxine, Doris and Jean, 

Patty and Flossie and Dot, 

Rosie and Gay, 

Linda and May, 

And so many more, he forgot. 

As the days tumbled by, Mott knew he would die, 

If he didn’t escape from this trap, 

But he saw with despair, 

There were girls always there, 

And he never could get off his back. 

So, as if in a dream, Mott concocted a scheme, 

Full of desperation and dread, 

When the broads left that night. 

He was gonna ignite. 

The straw of his makeshift bed. 

Oh, there are happy men in Frisco’s pen, 

But the happiest of the lot, 

Is a worn out shell, 

Fast asleep in his cell, 

And its name is Johnny Mott. 
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east meets wes 


What happens when a soldier- 
of-fortune photographer discovers 
an oriental beauty . . . 


T HE tall, mustached man you see above was born 
during a snow storm in a lighthouse off Cape 
Cod. At the age of 18 he stowed away on a freighter 
to Algiers, and since that time Michael Denning has 
traveled the world over. 

As might be expected, Denning is one man who 
has done just about everything. He’s been lost in 
the Libyan desert with thirty-five cents and a New 
York City subway token in his pocket, and he’s also 
been on the legitimate stage where he once starred 
with George M. Cohan. Forty-two years have gone 
by since Mr. Denning left that lighthouse, and the 
years of wanderlust, he confesses, have been good 
to him. 

We found Mike firmly entrenched in his photog¬ 
raphy studio where he’s made a name for himself 






people. Jayne Mansfield (who loves animals) couldn’t 
wait until her sitting with Mike was over, so she 
could play with the tiny residents of Mike’s private 
zoo. The zoo now includes two alligators, eight 
snakes—including a 9-foot boa constrictor, four 
parakeets, a family of rabbits, one white rat and 
two tame dogs. 

Mike discovered Mei Ling (which means “beau¬ 
tiful life”) while looking for antiques in New York 
City’s Chinatown section. Mei Ling, a shapely young 
beauty with bewitching eyes, hails from a place called 
Shanghai. Mike promptly forgot about his antiques, 
and over a cup of tea in a dimly lit Chinatown bistro 
Mei Ling told Mike all about her aspirations for a 
career on the stage. Ever willing to lend a hand to 
a promising young actress, our man Mike produced 
the pictures on these pages, hoping that they’ll come 
to the attention of a casting director who may be 
searching for a lithe and thoroughly charming little 
Chinese girl. Chopsticks, anyone? % 












A tale for after hours leisure when your libido is low 

and your liquid spirits and your musical fi are hi 



by Phil Telv 


O help me this story is true. It may 
sound corny, the way it starts that is, 
but it really happened that way. 

She was a female H-bomb; Lilia I 
mean. I was getting off the airport 
transit bus in Los Angeles when she 
dropped into my wide-open 20-20’s. 
The view, I hasten to add, nearly 
ruined my taste for any other forms 
and this is a town abounding in gor¬ 
geous-type female forms. Well to get 
to the point, and she had a few fine as 
wine, I was only planning a short stay 
in this smoggy town. 

There’s this spot called “The Cave” 
I always dig the combo there. It’s loose 
and swings hard, but mostly it’s the 
babes at the bar who are loose and 
swing easy, if you know what I mean. 
I figured to spend a boozy hour or 
so at the bar in my best making man¬ 
ner, and then, after some town rounds, 
to head for a lush hotel and a night on 
the town. (Oh the joys of expense ac¬ 
count days!) 

But as I stepped from the bus and 
this too lush form appeared, I reverted 
to Plan “B”—Emergency pursuit by 
all possible means instantly. This girl 
was too much! Not even a major busi¬ 
ness venture was going to spoil the 
fun of pursuing this super genuine bit 
of female American erotica. By now 
I had flipped with excitement at the 
thought of the chase to come. 

I followed the brisk Monroe-like 


movements of her rear curves down 
the station platform. She was a ravish¬ 
ing blonde—what else? I mean you 
know,—you knew when you saw her 
that virtue had not passed you by. In 
short, she was the ultimate female of 
the moment, and who knows maybe 
the day, week, month, and year too. 
Only time and sampling would tell. 

All I knew was that my physical 
attraction computer circuits had been 
whirring with automation-like effici¬ 
ency from the moment I had glimpsed 
her cool, beautiful face which oddly 
had no trace of come-on visible, yet 
the character of living, wanton sex 
radiated all about her. She was wear¬ 
ing a light blue full length leather coat 
and a white very tight dress. She had 
on bright orange lipstick and nail 
polish. Somehow, against her short 
blond hair it was the only shade pos¬ 
sible. 

Under the white, tight, dress was 
the most pleading, provocative, form 
these eyes had ever seen. I longed to 
be along side, and no delay—but as 
you may have surmised, I wasn’t even 
close at this point. 

I stashed my bags quickly in the first 
set of those damn two-bit lockers I 
could find. Suddenly I lost sight of 
her. I ran up the station concourse and 
half-flew down the escalator but too 
late—she was gone. I quickly raced 
to the street corner and peered in vain 


for the blue leather coat, “She must 
have grabbed a cab,” I muttered. I 
walked down the crowded street cus¬ 
sing under my breathless breath, still 
in the spell of this bewitching female. 

When I finally looked to see where 
the hell I was going that crazy old 
“Cave” sign was right above me. 

Inside I proceeded straight to a bar 
stool and began to savor the good 
alcoholic spirits in a too-rapid fashion. 
I was nervously fondling one of those 
bar mats when what to my wondering 
eyes did appear, but my two-pointed 
blond and her well rounded rear! And 
that believe me was no jazz. 

I don’t need to tell you what wild 
schemes and obvious desires raced 
insistantly through my by now entirely 
masculine blood stream. 

“Play it slow,” I thought, “Cool like 
the sounds emanating from Paul Des¬ 
mond’s lyrical alto sax.” In fact his 
music was fast setting a mood to be 
wooed in, and won, I hoped. There she 
was all five feet five inches, neatly 
stacked in what I judged was a 38- 
26-36 package, with legs ever so 
crossed on a bar stool. It was too much 
to be so! At this point disturbing 
questions began to pop into my big 
fat head. 

“Why was a doll like this touring 
alone?” She could make a mint or 
just have a ball any number of es¬ 
corted and/or prosperous ways. “I 
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could name one right now.” Certainly 
she could never lack for male aah— 
friends. “Why do I think I can afford 
her price whatever it may be?” 

I cautioned myself with the thought 
that it is better to have tried to make 
than never to have made at all. And 
with five too many shots under my 
belt, I knew there was a danger that 
I would press too fast and blow it all. 
Complete excitement was now pound¬ 
ing inside me, “Got to find out her 
pitch—got to find. 

“Digging the cool sounds or just 
having a blue mood?” I finally said 
clumsily and torturously near her left 
ear lobe. I held my breath—“Mostly 
blues,” she said in a faint, disinter¬ 
ested way, yet with no note of rebuff 
or personal resentment. “Desmond’s 
music fits me,” she said, “I always 
come here when I’m picked off first in 
a big rally.” 

Well if ever a man had an ever- 
ready blues-tailored shoulder it’s Big 
Daddy here. Amidst the drinks, talk 
and swinging notes six-thirty some¬ 
how arrived and by some miracle. I’ve 
got her signed up for dinner at Ciro’s. 

Now dig this—Her name is Lilia 
Alton. She’s been in and out of show 
biz, mostly in, as a high class club- 
type stripper and as a nude model for 
those one-buck art-photography mags. 
When she was out of show biz, she 
was, I figured, a very expensive pro¬ 


fessional companion. No ordinary type 
chic, as you now know. 

OK that’s her biography, “But why 
is she digging me?” It’s not for the 
usual reason cause this boy is not so 
stupid as to think he can afford her 
stakes. I’m not in that league. Pre¬ 
cisely because I am not is why she is 
with me at all. 

I am with a TV agency as a sort 
of roving talent scout. I travel through¬ 
out the U.S. getting John Henry’s on 
contracts, smoothing out troubles, oc- 
cassionally I spot some budding new 
star for those lovable minute spot 
commercials that kill you. 

Lilia it seems is very tired of her 
current role in life.What Lilia wants 
is to be a television model—legit-like 
—and maybe make some national 
magazine cover and a plush legit 
future in cozy Manhatten. Safely mar¬ 
ried to a guy who’s filthy rich & not 
to hard to take. Like I said Lilia is 
not exactly the sophisticated New 
York type, but I have to admit I can 
think of roles she might play. Fore¬ 
most in my mind is ACT I, SCENE 
I in my hotel room. 

It was a bargain from the start. I 
would play matrimonial talent scout 
for her in N.Y. and she would play 
bedfellow for me. We were in her 
room but two brief seconds when my 
well liquored drive moved fluidly into 
advance stages. Whatever Lilia wants 


Lilia gets. She began slowly. She was 
voluptous, enticing, teasingly tortur¬ 
ous, and so co-operative. When I 
caught her act in its natural state, I 
was almost in a state of shock. I can 
tell you this—the contour line your 
hand could travel from her taut eager 
neck to her delicate and dimpled navel, 
made a pure geometric form calcu¬ 
lated to drive the best of mankind to 
early graves from over exposure. 

Further talk is just not necessary. 
Besides, from that point on I don’t 
know if it was her or the Booze. It 
took me fully three weeks to recover 
from that historic meeting with her 
north, south, east and west. 

A few months later, when I sash¬ 
ayed into our New York office there 
sat Lilia with her fine as wines prod¬ 
ding the atmosphere radiating ripples 
of delightful excitement in every di¬ 
rection. It had taken me three weeks 
to recover and I almost had a relapse 
in a moment. I was speechless—which 
as you can imagine is very unusual for 
me. She turned her pert blonde head 
and smiled, and at that moment J. B., 
my boss, walked out of his office step¬ 
ping into the magnetic field. “Glad 
to see you’re back, Johnny,” then 
noting the direction of the stare, “Al¬ 
low me to introduce Lilia my wife.” 

“Wife?” I managed. 

Lilia smiled, “we were married yes¬ 
terday.” £ 
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LUSCIOUS RED 



AN OLD FAVORITE— 
presented in a new 
setting . . . 


T 

M. HERE once was a sweet young 
thing of sixteen who was dearly loved 
by everyone who knew her; but she 
was especially dear to her grand¬ 
mother who was quite comfortably 
loaded. One day her grandmother 
bought the child a red velvet riding 
habit, which fit the golden-haired 
beauty like wallpaper on a bumpy 
wall. Soon, everyone was calling her 
Little Red Riding Hood. 

One day while Little Red Riding 
Hood was curled up in front of the 
television set, deeply engrossed, her 
mother came padding timidly into the 
room. 

“Little Red Riding Hood,” her 
mother squealed, “turn off that Test 
Pattern and get rid of Bertram before 
it’s too late.” 

“Too late for what?” the sweet 
thing asked, slowly uncoiling her milky 
white arms from around Bertram’s 
neck. She had a little difficulty in 
disentangling her legs, so she prodded 
Bertram a few times in the ribs, until 
he finally released her. 

“Too late to make some money,” 
the mother explained, “it’s your dear 
sweet grandmother. . . . Poor dear 
. . . she’s about to leave us. . . .” 

“Oh mother, they’re not going to 
send her up again!” Little Red Rid¬ 
ing Hood was losing interest. She 
pressed her shapely body closer to 
Bertram’s, and nuzzled her Parisian 
pink nose deeper into his neck. 

“Oh no, Red Riding Hood. Not 
that anymore! The dear rich woman, 
with all her dear money, is . . . well 
. . . you’re so young ... I don’t 
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